MY PERSONAL MIDWEST 
Among billboards 
and bars, | saw 

a curvy figure, 

the quintessential 
small-towner, 
neon hoodie, 
traipsing by 
eroding libraries, 
distant pickups 
revving, railroad 
blinkers flashing 
on her back, tree 
clumps guarding 

a shy moon to 
follow her steps 
as | turned back to 
my traffic light 
and drove away. 


